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-~ CHAPTER IV.—Continued.

Beslde Sara Wrandall, on the small,
pink divan, sat & stranger in this som-
ber  company: & young woman In
black, whose pale face wae uncovered,
and whose lashes wers lifted so rarely
that one could not know of the deep.
real pain that lay bahind them, in her
Irish blue eyes.

She had arrived at the house an
hour or two befors the time set for
the ceremony, In company with the
widow. True to her resolution, the
widow of Challla Wrandall had re-
malned away from the home of his
people until the Iast hour. She had
been consulted, to be sure, In regard
to the final arrangements, but the
meetings had laken place In her own
apartment, many blocke distant from
the house In lower Fifth avenue, The
afternoon before she had received
Redmond Wrandall and Leslle, his
son. She had not sent for them. They
oame perfunctorily and not through
any sense of obligation. These two
at least knew that sympathy was not
what she wanted, but peace. Twice

come to see her, Vivian telephoned.

On the occasion of hie fArst wvisit,
Lealle had met the guest in the house.
The second time he called, he made
it a point to ask Sara all about her.

It was he who gently closed the
door after the two women when, on
the morning of the funeral, they en-
tered the dark, flowerladen room in
which stood the casket containing the
body of his brother. He left them
alons together in that room for half
an hour or more, and It was he who
went forward to meet them when they
came forth. Sara leaned on hls arm
as she ascended the staire to the room
whers the others were walting. The
girl followed.

Mrs. Wrandall, the elder, kissed
Bara and drew her down beside her
on the eouch. To her own surprise, as
well as that of the others, Bara broke
down and wept bitterly. After all,
she was sorry for Challis’ mother, It
was the human Instinect, she could not
hold out aguinst It. And the older
woman put away the anclent grudge
she held against this mortal enemy
and dissolved into tears of real com-
passion,

A little later she whispered brokgn-
1y In Bara's ear: “My dear, my dear,
this has brought ue together. I hope
you will learn to love me.”

Sara caught her breath, but uttered
mno word. She looked into her mother-
in-law’s eyes, and smiled through her
tears. ‘The Wrandalls, looking on In
amaze, saw the smile reflected in the
face of the older woman. Then it was
that Vivian crossed quickly and put
her arms about the shoulders of her
sister-in-law. The white flag on both
aldes,

Hetty Castleton stood alone and wa-
voring, just inside the door. No
stranger eituation could be imagined
than the gne in which this unfortunate
girl found herself at the present mo-
ment. She wae virtually in the hands
of those who would destroy her: she
was in the house of those who most
deeply were affected by her act on
that fatal night. Among them all she
stood, faclug them, listening to the
moans and sobs, and yet her limba did
not glve way beneath her, | g

Bome one gently touched her arm.
It was Leslle, 8he shrank back, o
fearful look In her eyes. In the semi-
darkness he falled to note the expres-
@ion.

“Won't you sit here?” he anked, In-
dieating the Httle plnk divan against
the wall. “Forgive me for letting you
stand so long.” \

She looked about her, the wild light
stil} In her eyes. She was lke a rat
in a trap.

ravendike specters ‘in tearing her to
pleces {f they but knew!

The droning volee came up from be-
low, each well-chosen word distinet
and clear: tribute beautiful to the irre-
proachable character of the deceased.
Leslie watched the face of the girl,
curiously fascinated by the set, emo-
tionless features, and yet without a
consclous intergat In her. He was
dully sensible to the fact that she was
beautiful, uncommonly beautiful, It
did not occur to him to feel that she
was out of place among them, that she
belonged down stalrs. Somehow she
was a part of the surroundings, like
the specter at the feast.

-If he could have witnessed all that
transpired while Sara was in the room
below with her guest—her companion,
as he had come to regard her without
having In fact been told as much—he
would have been lost In a mase of the
most overwhelming emotions,

To go back: The door had barely
closed behind the two women when
Hetty's trembling knees gave way be-
neath her. With a low moan of hor-
ror, she slipped to the floor, covering
her face with her hands,

Sara knelt beslde her.

“Come," she sald gently, but Airmly;
]l must exact this much of you. If
we are to go on together, as we have
plarined, you must stand beside me at
his bler, Together we must look upon
him for the last time. You must see
bhim as I eaw him up there In the
country. 1 had my cruél blow that
night. It s your turn now. 1 will not
blame you for what you did. But it
you expect me to go on belleving that
you did a brave thing that night, you
must convince me that you are not a
coward now, It is the only test I shall
put you to. Come; I know It is hard,
I know It is terrible, but it is the true
test of your ability to go through with
it to the end. I shall know then that
you have the courage to face anything
that may come up."

She walted a long time, her hand on
the girl's shoulder. 4t last Hetty
arose,

“You are right,” she sald hoarsely.
"l should not be afrald.”

Later on they sat over against the
wall beyond the casket, into which
they had peered with widely varylng
emotions. Sara had sald:

“You know that I loved him.”

The girl put her hande to her eyes
and bowed her head.

“Oh, how can you be so merciful
to me?"

“Because he was not,” sald BSara,
white-lipped. Hetty glanced at the
half-averted face with queer, indescrib-
able expression in her eyes.

It Leslle Wrandall could have looked
in upon them at that moment, or at
any time during the half an hour that
followed, he would have known who
was the slayer of his brother, but It
f8 doubtful If he could have had the
heart to denounde her to the world.

When they were ready to leave the
room Hetty had regained control of
her nerves to a most surprising extent,
& condition unmistakably due to the
influence of the older woman,

“l can trust myself now, Mrs. Wran-
dall,” sald Hetty steadlly as they hes-
itated for an instant befors turning
the knob of the door,

“Then I shall ask you to open the
door,” said Sara, drawing back.

Without a word or a look, Hetty
opened the door and permitted the
other to pass out before her. Then
eéhe followed, closing it gently, even
dellberately, but mot without a swift
glance over her shoulder into the
depths of the room they were leaving,

Of the two, Bara Wrandall was the
paler as they went up the broad stair-
case with Leslle,

The funeral oration by the Rev. Dr.
Maltby dragged on. Among all his
hearers there was but one who be-
lleved the things he sald of Challis
Wrandall, and she was ope of two per-
sons who, &0 they saying goes., are
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the last to find & man out; his mother
and his sister., But in this instance

~qum mother was alone. The silent,

attentive gueels on tha lower floor
“wad in grim sapproval: Dr. MAltby

. = bimself proud. Not one but
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CHAPTER V.
Discusaing a Sisterin-Law.

"You remember my sisterin-law,
don’t you, Brandy ™ was the question
that Leslle Wrandall put to a friend
one afternoon, as they sat drearily In
a window of ono of the fashionable up-
town clubs, a little more than a year
after the events described in the fore
golng chapters. Drearily, I have sald,
for the reason that it was Sunday, and
ruining at that

I met Mrs. Wrandall a few years
ago in Mome,"” sald his companion, re-
newing Interest in a conversation that
had died soma time before of its own
exhaustion. “She's most attractive. 1
saw her but once. I think It was at
somebody’s fete.”

“She's returning to New York the
end of the month,” sald Leslin “Been
abroad for over a year. She had =
villa at Nice this winter.”

“l remember her quite well. [ was
of an age then to be particularly sen-
sitive to femals lovellness. If I'd been
staying on in Rome, I should have
screwed up the courage, I'm sure, to
have asked her to sit for me.”

Brandon Booth was of an old Phila-
delphia famlily: an old and wealthy
family., Both views considered, he was
qualified to walk hand in glove with
the fastidious Wrandalls. Lealle’s
mother was charmed with him be
cause she was also the mother of Viv-
fan, The fact that he went In for por-
trait painting and seemed averse to
subnalsting on the generosity of his
father, preferring to live by his tal
ent, in no way operated against him,
#o far as Mrs, Wrandall was con-
cerned. That was his lookout, not
hers: {f he elected to that sort of
thing, all well and good. He could
afford to be eccentric; there remalned,
in the perspective he scorned, the bulk
of a huge fortune to offset whatever
idiosyncrasles he might chooss to cul-
tivate. Some day, In spite of himself,
she contended serenely, he would be
very, very rich. What could be more
desirable than fame, family and for
tune all heaped together and thrust
upon one exceedingly Interesting and
handsome young man?

He had been the pupil of celebrated
drat@smen and palnters In Europe, and
had exhibited a sincerity of purpose
that was surprising, all things con-
sldered. The mere fact that he was
not obliged to paint in order to oblain
a living was suflicient cause for won-
der among the artists he met and
studled with or under.

His studio in New York was not a
fashionable resting place. IL waa &
workshop. You could bave tea there,
of course, and you were sure to meet
people you knew and llked, but It was
quite as much of a workshop as any
you could mention. He was not a
dabbler in art, not a mere dauber of
pigments: he was an artist

Booth was thirty—perhaps a year
or two older; tall, dark and good look-
ing. The alr of the thoroughbred
marked him. He did not affect loose,

{ lowing ¢ravats and baggy trousers,

nor was he careless about his finger-
naile. He wae slmply the ordinary,
every-dny sort of chap you would
meet in Fifth avenue during parade
hours, and you would take a second
look at him because of his face and
manner but not on account of his
dress. Some of his ancesiors came
over shead of the Mayflower, but he
did not gloat,

Leslie Wrandall was his closest
friend and harsheet critie. It dldn't
really matter to Beooth what Leslie
gald of his palntings: he quite unders
stood that he dida’t know anything
about them.

“When does Mrs. Wrandall retarn?
asked the painter, after a long period
of sllence spent In contemplation of
the gleaming pavement beyond the
club’'s window,

“That's queer,” sald Leslis, looking
| up. “I was thinking of Sara myseelf,
She salls next week. ['ve had a let-
ter asking me to open her house In
the country. Her place is about two
miles from father's, It hasn't been

‘| opened In two years. Her father built

it fifteen or twenty years ago, and left
it to her when he died. She and,
Challis spent several summers there.,”

“Vivian took me through it one aft-
ernoon last summer."”

“It must have been quite as much
of a novelty to her as it was to youw
old chap,” sald Leslle gloomlily.

“What do you mean?"

“Vivian's a bit of a snob. She never
liked the place because old man Gooch
bullt it out of worsteds. She never
went there" :

“But the old man's been dead for
ymu

‘“Fhat doesn’'t matter., The fact Is,
Vivian didn’t quite take to Sara until
afler—well, until after Challis died.
Wa're dreadful enobs, Brandy, the
whole lot of us.

the worsteds, you know.
fond of her, and always have been.
We're pals. ‘Gad, it was a fearful slap
at the home folks when Challls justl-
fied Bara by getling snuffed out the
way he did."

Booth made an attempt to change
the subject, but Wrandall got back
to It,

“Sinog then we've all been exceed-
ingly swoet on Bara. Nol because we
want to be, mind you, but because
we're afrald shell marry some chap

who wouldn't be agoeptabls to us.”

«._ « "I should consider that a vary neat

! ‘t_o\t;_l. of 1t,” sald Booth coldly.

Down In her heart mother la saying to
herself it would be just llke Bara to
got even with us by doing just that
sort of a trick. Of course Sarn Is rich
enough without sccepting a sou under
the will, but she's a canny person. SBhe
hasn't handed it back o us on & sllver
platter, with thanks; still, on the
other hand, she refuses to meddle, Bhe
makes us feel pretty small, 8he won't
#ell out to us. 8he just sits tight
That's what gets under the skin with
mother.”

“1 wouldn't say that, Les, If I were
in your place.”

“It {8 a rather priggish thing to say,
fem't 1t

“Rather.”

“You see, I'm the only one who
really took sldes with Sara. | forget
myself sometimes, Bhe w ch a

brick, all those years.”

Booth was sllent for a ent, pot-
log the reflective look In his comL
lon's eyes.

“1 su?pou the police havei't given

up the hope that sooner or later the—
er—the woman will do something to
give herself away,” sald he,

“They don't take any stock in my
theory that she made way with herself
the same night. I was talking with
the chief yesterday. He says that
anyone who had wit to cover up her
tracks as she did, Is not the kind to
make way with herself, Perhaps he's
right, It sounds reasonable. ‘Gad, 1
felt sorry for the poor girl they had
up last spring. She went through the
third degree, If ever anyone did, but,
by Jove, ehe came out of it all right
The Ashtley girl, you remember. ['ve
dreamed about that girl, Brandy, and
what they put her through, ItU's a sort
of nightmare to me, even when I'm
awake. Oh, they've questioned others
as well, but she was the only one o
have the screws twisted in just that
way,”

“Where 18 she now?

“She's comfortable enough now.
When I wrote to Sara about what
she'd been through, she settled a neat
bit of money on her, and she'll never
want for anything,. She's out west
somewhere, with her mother and sis-
ters. I tell you, Sara’s a wonder. She's
got a heart of gold.”

“l look forward to meeting her,
old man.”

“l was with her for a few weeks
this winter. In Nice, you know, Viv-
fan stayed on for & week, but mother
had to get to the baths. ‘'Gad, I be-
lleve she hated to go. Sara's got a
most adorable girl staying with her.
A daughter of Colonel Castleton, and
ghe's connected In some way with the
Murgatroyds—old Lord Murgatroyd,
you know. I think her mother was a
niece of the old boy. Anyhow, mother
and Vivian have taken a great fancy
to her. That's proof of the pudding.”

“l think Vivian mentioned a com-
panion of some sort.”

“You wouldn't exactly call her a
companion,” sald Leslle. “She's got
money to burn, [ take it. Quite keeps
up with Sara in making it iy, and that's
saying & good deal for her resources.
| think it's a pose on her part, this
calling hersel! s companion. An Eng-
llsh joke, eh? As & matter of faet,
she's an old friend of Bara's and my
brother's too. Knew them in England.
Most delightful girl. Ob, [ say, old
man, ehe's the one for you to paint.”
Leslie waxed enthusiastic, “A type, a
positive type. Never saw such eyes in
all my Iite. Dammit, they haunt you.
You dream about "em,"

“You seem to be hard hit,” said
Booth Indifferently, He was watching
the man (n the “slicker” through
moody eyes.

“Oh, nothing lke that,” disclaimed
Leslle with unnpcessary promptness.
“But If 1 were given to that sort of
thing, I'd be bowled over in & minute,
Positively adorable face. If I thought
you had it in you to paint a thing as
it really ia I'd commission you myself
to do & ministure for me, just to have
it around where 1 could plek
when I liked and hold It between my

Then she came in on a flerce
gale from the wintry Atlantic; this
_thnotlnnlr'ulonndbﬂnyud
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dall called at the hotwl Immediately
after banking hours, kiesed his daugh-
ter-in-law, and delivered an ultimatum
second-hand from the power ut home:
she was to come to dinner and bring
Miss Castleton. A little quist family
diopner, you know, becauss they were
all in mourning, he sald in conclualon,
vaguely realizing all the while that it
really wasn't neceasary to supply the
information, but, for the life of him,
unable to think.of anything else to
say under the clrcumstances. Some-
how It seemed to him that while Sara
wan in black she was not In mourning
in the same sense that the rest of
them were. It seemed only right .to
acquaint her with the conditions in his
household, And he knew that he de-
served the scowl that Lesllie bestowed
upon him,

Bara accepted, much to his surprise
and gratification. He had been rather
dublove about it. It would not have
surprised him in the least if she had
declined the Invitation, feellng, as he
did, that bhe had in a way come to her
with a white flag or an olive branch
or whatever it is that a combative
force utilizes when it wants to sur
render In the cause of humanity,

As soon ns they were alone Hetty
turned to her friend.

"Oh, Sara, can't you go without me?
Tell them that [ am fll—suddenly f{il
I—I don't think it right or honorable
of me to accept—"

Sara shook her head, and the words
died on the girl's lips,

“You must play the game, Hetty.”

“It's—very hard” murmured the
other, her face very white and bleal

“l know, my dear,” sald SBara gently.

“If they should ever find out”
gasped the girl, suddenly giving way
to the dread that had been lying dor
mant all these months, -

“They will never know the truth
unlegs you choose to enlighten them,"
eald Sara, putting her arm about the
girl’'s shoulders and drawing her close,

“You never ¢ease to be wonderful,
Sera—so very wonderful,” cried the
girl, with a look of worshlip in her
eyes, .

Sara regarded her In sllence for a
moment, repactlng. Then, with a awift
rush of tears to her eyes, she ecried
flercely: '

“You must never, never tell me all
that happened, Hetty! Youd must not
speak it with your own lipa”

Hetty's eyes grew dark with pain
and wonder,

“That is the thing I can't under-
stand in you, Sara,” she sald slowly.

““We must not epeak of t!"”

Hetty's bosom heaved, “Speak of
it'" sha oried, absolute agony in her
volee. “Have 1 not kept It locked In
my heart dince that awful day—"

“Hush!™ .

“] shall go mad If 1 cannot talk
with you about—"

“No, no! It is the forbldden sub-
ject! I know all that I should know—
all that I care to know., We nave not
sald so much as this in mooths—ip
ages, It ecems. Let sleeping dogs e
We are better off, my dear. | coulo
not touch your lips again.™

“I—1 ecan't bear the thought ot
that!"

“Kiss me now, Hetty."

“I could dle for you, Sara,” cried
Hetty, ag she Impulsively obeyed the
command.

“l mean that you shall live for me.”
gald Sara, smiling through her teara
“How sllly of me to cry. It must be
the room we are In. These are the
same rooms, dear, that you came to
on the night we met. Ah, how old 1
feal!"™

“0ld? You say that to me? 1 am
agee and ages older than you,"” cried
Hetty, the color coming back to her
soft cheeks.

“You are twenty-three.”

“And you are twenty-eight”

Sara bad a faraway look in her
eyes. “About your size and figure’
sald she, and Hetty did not compre-
hend.

CHAPTER VI,
Southleok,
Sarn Wrandall’s house in the coun-
try stood on a wooded knoll overlook-
ing the sound. It was rather remotely

CURE DOGS OF EATING EGGS

Small Amount of Tartar Emetic Will
Break the Hablt, According
to Authority.

couraging than to find, o
round of the nests that the

{ly pet that the owners do not wish to
kill. But as with other pests, remedy
Hes only with killing or curing. Hero
s & cure which I have used success

-

Buy one dram of tartar emetio—
this s a polson and should be handled
with the greatest of care. Under no
clreumstances sholud the powder be
placed where it is accessible to ¢hil

dren.
Pip a amall plece out of an eggshell,
pour out s little of the contents and

_other, though consolation was small

located, so far as nelghbors were con-
cerned. Her father, Sebastian Gooceh,
shrawdly foresaw the day when land
In this particular section of the sub-
urban world would return dollars for
pennies, and wisely bought thousands
of acres: woodland, mendowland,
beachland and hills, inserted between
the environs of New York city and
the rich towns up the coast, Years
afterward he bullt a commodious sum-
mer home on the chofcest polnt that
his property afforded, named It South-
look, and transformed that particular
part of his wilderness into a miilion-
aire's paradise, where he could dawdle
and putter to his heart's content,
where he could spend his time and his
money with a prodigality that came 8o
late In life to him that he made waste
of both in his haste to live down a
rather parsimonlous past,

Two miles and a half away, in the
heart of a scattered colony of purse-
proud New Yorkers, was the country
home of the Wrandalls, an imposing
place and older by far than South-
look. It had descended from well-
worn and time-stained ancestora to
Redmond Wrandall, and, with others
of ita kind, looked with no little scorn
upon the modern, mushroom struc-
tures that sprouted from the seeds of
trade, There was no friendship be-
tween the old and the new. Each had
recourse to a bitter contempt for the

In comparison,

It was in the wooded by-ways of this
despised domain that Challls Wran-
dall and Sara, the earthly daughter of
Midas, met and loved and defled all
things supernal, for matches are
made in heaven. Their marriage did
not open the gates of Nineveh, BSebas-
tian Gooch's paradise was more com-
pletely ostracised than it was before
the disaster. The Wrandalls spoke of
it as a disaster,

Clearly the old merchant was not
over-pleased with his  daughter's
cholce, a conclusion permanently es
tablished by the alteration he made
in his will a year or two after the mar-
riags. True, he left the vast estate to
his beloved daughter Sara, but he fast-
ened a stout string to it, and with
this string her hands were tled. It
must have occurred to him that Chal-
lis was a profligate in more ways than
one, for he deliberately stipulated In
his will that Sara was not to sell a
foot of the ground until a period of
twenty years had elapsed. A very
polite way, it would seem, of making
hie investment safe in the face of con-
siderable odds,

He llved long enough after the mak-
ing of his will, I am happy to relate,
to find that he had made no mistake.
As he preceded his son-in-law into the
great beyond by a scant three years,
it readlly may be seen that he wrought
too well by far. Seventeen unneces-
sary vears of proscription remained.
and he had not intended them for
Sara alone. He was not afraid of
Sara, but for her,

When the will was read and the con-
ditlon revealed, Challls Wrandall took
it in perfect good humor. He had the
grace to proclaim in the bosom of his
father's family that the old gentleman
was a fatherinlaw to be proud of. "A
eanny old boy,” he had announced
with his most engaging smile, quite
free from rancor or resentment, Chal-
lis was well acquainted with himself.

And so the acres were strapped to-
gether snugly and firmly, without so
much as a town lot protruding,

80 Impressed was Challls by the far-
elghtedness of his father-in-law that
he forthwith sat him down and made
a will of his own, He would not have
it sald that Sara’s father did a whit
better by her than he would do. He
left everything he possessed to his
wife, but put no string to It, blandly
implylng that all danger would be
past when she came Into possession.
There was a sort of grim humor in
the way he managed to present him-
solf to view as the real and ready
source of peril.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Gigantic Operation.
Earth excavated from Panama canal
was sufficlent to bulld gixty-three pyr-
amlds the size of that of Cheops,

DHISHE

comen violently sick and will subse-
quently shun eggs. This means of
curing the habit, though drastic, Is
effectual. It will not result in the
death of the dog unless an overdose
is given.

Some farmers use rod pepper In-
stead of the tartar emetic, a pinch of

The Only Way. |
Mra. Pankhurst, as the Majestio}
safled from New York, talked to'a re
porter about the comparstive deeeit:
fulness of mep and women. =
"“Women,” sald the reporter, “are
the more deceitful.” |
“No,” sald Mre, Pankhurst, “men are
the worse.  Look at the way they P-

celve their wivea'

By LUCY CONKEY,
SesssensonessenssssRRe

“How do you llke your new
bors?" asked Mra, Camuel of b
friend, Mrs."Ensterile.

“She’a a fine little woman, but
going to spoil every husband in ti
entire nelghborhood I she re
here long enough” 2

"Heavenk! You don’t mean to say
she—"

“Cortainly not! She Is a perfect
lady, and would not flirt with any
man. She thinks her husband s the
finest man In the world"

“Perhaps he [a.”

“And you with a husband of your
own to say such a thing as that! 1
have often wondered If you and Mr.
Camuel got along as well as you—"

“Wao get along as well as some oth-
ar peaople 1 could mention.™

“Meaning me and my husband, of
course. We have our spats on the
nights when he comes home over-
worked and cross. 1 won't stand any
of his growly bear business from any
man, A man shouldl at least bring
some sunshine with him when he
comes from town."

“That's the way I look at it. Jack
Easterlle and 1 quarrel occaslonally,
but on the whole we get along as well
ns our neighbors. But we were talk-
ing about Mrs. Braynerd. In what
way do you suppose she will go about
spolling our husbands? 1 don't ex-
pect that she can spoll elther of them
—much.”

“That's the truth! But the danger
lies in the different manner ln which
she handles her husband.”

“Waell, her husband i & smaller
man than either of our husbands, and
wa couldn't begin to handlg ours.”

e

“1 did not mean in that w. Take,
for {nstance, last night. An \ld friend
of Mr. Braynerd's came {nto lown and
went out there for suppér. \He had
only an hour and a half v ¥ train,
and Mr, Braynerd went to' e train
with him. telling his dau \I(n_r'

“| Have Gone Hom

jorle that he would be righ
asslst her with her school

“That was no more tha. 0@ o _
have done.” .

“Of course, not. Hut /when he got
home he found a note the slze of an
office letter-head hanging on the door-
ball, The note read: | ‘Robert, come
right along down to We'rburtons. They
telephoned for us, and then Mr. War-
burton came after us/ when he found
you were out.' It was signed with Mrs.
Braynerd's name nrfd the names of
the children.”

“Hmm! I'd like to see my husband
stand for a trick like that!"

“Same here! [I'll bet Jack's lan
guage would blister the paint on the
house if 1 should do a thing like that."

“But the worst is yet to come
When he got to Warburton's he foum
a simllar note or! their door, reading
‘We have all been invited over to Mr
and Mrs, Cleavage's to meel soms
friends of thiirs from Cleveland
Come on over.’ And that was signe
with the name of Mrs. HBraynerd ang
the children.”’

“The ideal™!

4Right there |8 where my husbant
would have gut Cleavage's on the tele
phone and read the riot act to me.”

“Qamo here. But what did Mr
Braynerd do?”

“The PBraynerds remained at Cleay
age's quite a while, then they wen
back to Warburton's, and when the;
got there they found that Mr, Bray
nerd had  turned the note over and
written: /'l have gone homse. All o‘,
you come up there)™ :

“And did he roast his wife when:
he got her home?” 1

“He was not there. When they ar
rived home—the Braynerds, | mean,
and th* Warburtond with them-—they
tound . note saying: ‘I have declded
to go around to Cleavage's. Come
around there' And when they got to
Cleavage's they found a note reading:
‘I have gons back home' So they all
dragged thelr weary feet around there.
And there they found that Mr. Hray-
perd had gone around to the dellca-

n store and rustled up.a Dutch
lnfich, and the lunch and ,
and. the Cleavages were awaiting
t:am. And they had a grand Hitle
luncheon,” 9

“And she didn't give him a pleca ©
‘her mind? ! )

“Not a plece. And he didn't give
her a plece of his mind. Wasn't that
ridiculous?" | 'I

“Indeed, It was. But, do you know,
I believe this whole n od |
needs spoillng just the wry the Bray- .
nerds are spolled.” W 3

“Doesn’'t it? 1 hope she'll stay,
may begin spoiling
soon us ehe lkes™ e
“Mine, too; and my bpsband
wife that a little of that)sort of
ing would Improve som Lo 200

“That's the truth!™—fhicago
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